The Genius of the Gypsies

space, he gives us the whole Italian Comedy. His was the epoch
of sword and plume. Its rags and tatters, as displayed in the
strolling players of his time, have more than an affinity, they are,
indeed, in close relation to the Gypsy finery, that is so near to
destitution. And a day of ceaseless beggary and insolence would
end, often enough, in the forcible punishment or imprisonment
of the offenders. They were continually driven out from towns,
whipped beyond the parish bounds, or penalized otherwise, and
painfully. It was like a revenge upon comedians who have been
too funny.

Afterwards, if there was no such retribution, they would gather
in the tents. There had to be a share-out of the spoils. The en-
campment would be some miles away, along a trail made known
by the fluttering of rags that had been tied to bushes and to the
boughs of trees. Coins would pass from hand to hand. Rags
and tins, found thrown away, would be examined carefully, as if
to price or put a value upon them. It is a thieves' market among
thieves, a 'marche aux puces' among the fleas and vermin. Till
long after sunset the stragglers would come in.

This people have nothing of the peasant in them. Their nerves,
indeed, have states of feeling which could never be found in men
and ^vomen who are chained to the soil. For their poverty, which
may be more extreme, is not imprisoned in one place. Peasants,
it could be argued, are in the same relation to the seasons that
the animals are to man, dependent upon them, with no power
to alter them, not certain, nor with real knowledge of their
masters. But the wandering Gypsies never blame their mode of
life. They wander from instinct, which is higher, or lower, reason
than stark necessity. They are nomad beings, with a sensuality
which is abnormally soothed, or fired, by music. The lion and
the serpent love music. Those are not peasant animals, like
sheep, or cows, or pigs. This is their difference. And it applies,
also, to the Wandering Sinte. The young men, who are spare
and thin, might in their trickery and their air of proud disdain
belong to the race of the desert lions; while their maidens, are,
certainly, the pythoness, the snake goddess who works by en-
chantment and must not be approached or touched.

Their music is the only art they have, but it is not all the
Ciganje who are musical. Many of them have no ear at all. But
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